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The Tragedy e/ - Hamlet 

did me yeomans fervice ; wilt thou know 
Th’effedt of what I wrote ? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned: conjuration from the King, 

As England, was his faithfull tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh, 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland wearc. 

And (land a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fhould thofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d? 

Ham . Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignetinmypurle. 

Which was the modell of that Danijhfeale, 

Folded the writ up in the forme ofth’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreffion,plac’d it lafely, 

The chang ling never known ; now the next day 
Was our lea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou know’fi already. 

Hot. So (Juy Idenftern and Rofencrates go to’t. 

Ha. They are not neare my con(cience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

’fis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between the palfe and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hor. Whywhata King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’ele&ion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch cofenage , is’t not perfect confidence ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmark?* 

Ham, I humbly tbanke you fir. 

Doeft know this W ater-flye ? 

Horn', 




( ’Prince of Denmarke,' 

grades . fa ■us .«*» to* 

him • he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lora of beafts, 
aid his crib Ihall ftand at the Kings mefle ; ’us a chough , but as I 

fiy tSESm!:' LwdiSip were at lcilurelfiiouldim- 

SalldUigcnceof^iritsyombon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

A»r. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot- 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly, 
Cour . It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, for my com- 

Pl S«" .Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me figmhe unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your headj fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. . 

Com. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith . Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very ioft fociety , and 
great (hewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for you fhall finde in him the continent of 

what part a Gentleman would fee. . 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th arithmetick oi 
memory , and yet but raw neither in refpedt of his quicke fane ; 
but in the verity of extolment,I take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and his infufion offuch dearth and rarcnefle,as to make true 
di-Sion ofhim, his femblable is hismirrour, and who elfe would 

trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moftinfallibly ofhim. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

Hora. is’t not poffible to underftand in another tongue, you 
will doe’t fir really. 

c Ham, VV hat imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

C* our a 
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